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A Synacky One Shot 


Author's Notes: 
A 2K word Synacky one-shot. This fic, like any of my older ones, was written in first person. The Point Of View 


switches. All my future stories will be in third person 


Brian's POV:. 


| always loved winter. 
| didn't mind the cold, and | liked to watch the newly fallen snow crisp over and shimmer in the breaking dawn. 


| had a habit of sitting outside on the porch of our house during winter a lot, which my boyfriend always 
freaked out about. | hadn't gotten sick yet, so | think I'm okay. 


My beautiful boyfriend, Zacky, and | had moved into this small house just over a year ago. 


It was secluded, surrounded by forest behind, but still near a not-so-busy road. Not many people lived on the 
street either. 


Zacky was a little shorter than me, with bright emerald eyes and raven-black hair. He and | met a few years 
ago at a bar where | was playing in a band, started talking, and apparently he played guitar too. We hit it off, 
and suddenly | found myself head-over-heels in love with this beautiful boy. 

| coughed softly into my elbow, a little snowflake sneaking down my throat. | thought of going inside, but fuck 
it, it's so nice out here. The sun was starting to fall behind the whitened tree tops, but | didn't care. The stars 
were just as good. Maybe Zacky would even watch the sunset with me. 


| stood up a little shakily, coughing again a bit uncontrollably. 


"Ugh." | grumbled under my breath, breathing in quickly through my nose, which was starting to run, thanks to 
the cold. 


| tried the door knob once, growling as | realized | had locked myself out. And it was getting cold. 
Zacky was upstairs taking a shower, and he always liked to read on the bed after. Great. 


| pounded on the door a little with my fist, to no avail. | sat down and curled up on the doorstep, sniffing in 


again. 
The cold was starting to seep into my bones, past my light sweatshirt, and my ripped jeans would do no good. 


"C'mon, Zee." | groaned as | turned to knock on the door again. Our doorbell was broken, and the wires were 


mostly severed, so that wouldn't help me. 

| had left my phone inside too, and didn't have my keys. | would have to wait. 

Was it ten minutes? 

Twenty? 

Fuck, | was gonna freeze. 

| was starting to regret all the times | had told Zacky not to worry about me, but the sun was gone by now, 
and the stars were beginning to glimmer. He had to check on me. He had to! What if he fell asleep? Oh god, | 


hope not. 


Another few minutes. | let out a loud cough, sniffling. | tried to knock one last time before crumbling to the 


wooden porch on the welcome mat. 


"Zacky!" | cried weakly. | was so cold, so fucking cold. | let my head rest against the door. Then | heard 


something. 
The door knob rattled. 
Thank god! 


The door pulled open, leaving me to fall gracefully onto my side into the house. | crawled in, right through my 
astonished boyfriend's legs, and dragged myself to the couch. 


"Bril" Zacky rushed over and helped me up, hugging me tightly and rubbing my back. "Baby, you're so cold, did 


you lock yourself out?" 


| nodded, unsure whether my nose was still intact or not, but | didn't want to open my eyes To check. My 
fingers were all pretty useless, although | tried to flex them without much luck. 


| flopped down onto the couch, curling up and smiling softly as Zacky wrapped a blanket over me. 


"l'Il grab some tissues, alright?" He was gone before | could even respond. | sniffled again loudly before sneezing 


into my shoulder, grumbling. 


"Here, take these." My green-eyed angel had returned, pressing a kiss to my forehead and pushing a stray 
hair off my cheek Zacky squatted next to the couch, staring at me expectantly as if | was supposed to jump 


and start shouting about how tissues are miracle makers. 


"Bri-Bear, | told you that you were gonna get sick eventually!" Zacky exclaimed exasperatedly, laughing softly 
and giving my hand a little squeeze. 


| shrugged, a bit embarrassed. | hated being taken care of. | was supposed to take care of him, be his knight in 


shining armor. His sneezing knight in shining armor. 


Zacky hurried off again, leaving me to stare up at the ceiling and sniffle more. | pulled the blanket up over my 


face, cherishing the fluffy warmth. 


Zacky and | had bought this blanket together at a swap meet. Hand sewn or some shit, | didn’t really care since 
it was fluffy as fuck. | felt the tug of sleep on my eyelids, yet | wanted so desperately to stay awake. 


| groaned, hoping he would return soon. 


-Lacky's POV: 


| had warned him. So many times, someday he was gonna get sick. And it wasn't really his fault, even though 
he locked himself out. Good thing we had nothing going on for the next few days. My new duty was to nurse 
him back to health. 


| had hurried off to the kitchen, digging through a cabinet as | searched for soup. Finally, | pulled out a box of 
chicken noodle and started to boil it: 


| stood by it, a bit impatiently, as | waited for it to finish cooking. Well, this'll take a few minutes. | could go 
grab him some warmer clothes from upstairs while it cooks, | thought, scurrying past the baby on the couch 
and up the stairs. 

| gently tugged open his drawers, pulling out the heaviest sweatshirt we owned and a pair of sweatpants, and 
of course a new shirt. Before heading downstairs, | pulled out some of my fluffiest socks and an extra pair of 


his boxers. All his clothes were probably frozen on him. 


| brought everything downstairs, plopping the pile of clothing on the side table. | was about to run off to check 
his soup when | felt Brian's hand tugging on my own, pulling me back to him. 


"Yes, baby?" | murmured softly, crouching down and pressing another kiss to his forehead. 
"You're Too good to me, Zee. | love you." | giggled, giving his hand a little squeeze. 


‘Its only my job. | love you too, B. Now let me go check your soup!" | laughed softly, rubbing my thumb over 
his. 


Brian nodded, letting go of my hand. | watched his hand disappear back under the blanket. 

"l'Il be right back to help you change." | headed off to the kitchen at Brian's grateful nod, making it just in time 
to turn the stovetop off. | poured the chicken soup into a bowl, leaving it to cool off on the countertop. | 
trotted out of the kitchen once more, squatting beside the sofa 


Brian squirmed a bit, popping his head back out from under the blanket. 


"Wanna change now?" | asked, helping him sit up. Brian nodded, his eyes low. | used my first finger and thumb 
to lift his chin up, pressing a soft kiss to his nose. 


No matter how much | wanted to, | couldn't kiss him; if | got sick, we'd have to call Matt or Jimmy over to 


take care of us. 
A bad situation. 


Jimmy running unleashed in our house would be a.mistake. 


Brian smiled softly at me, wriggling his way out of the blanket. | watched him worm his way out of his zipper 
jacket, making a mental note to lecture him on wearing heavier clothes in winter once he was better. | helped 
him tug his white v-neck over his head, leaving him shivering. | wrapped him in a warm embrace, rubbing his 
back a little bit. | pulled out the new shirt, which was conveniently laying on the heat trim after someone 
threw it there. A certain someone who doesn't fold his clothes. 


Brian reached for the sweatshirt laying over my arm, which | gave to him. He pulled it over his head, smiling 


once the cold top was gone. 


| always loved this sweatshirt. | had ordered it off Amazon a year or so ago, it was black with the Misfits’ 
fiend skull covering it all over, but | had ordered it about three sizes too big. It was pathetically huge on me, 
but perfectly big on Brian. Just big enough where my boyfriend's hands could easily vanish into the sleeves, 
and it was long enough to cover a quarter of his thighs. 


The brown-eyed man sat back and took off his belt, tossing it weakly to the side. | unbuttoned and unzipped his 
jeans when he fumbled with it, gently tugging them down and putting them to my side with his other clothes. | 
reached across the floor to grab his belt, rolling it up and putting it to my side. 

Brian was poking at the sweatpants with his foot, attempting to grab them with his toes or something. 

"I have boxers too, if you want them." 

“Alright, thanks baby." The taller man replied, pulling his boxers down from the waist band (nothing | hadn't 
seen before). | handed him the boxers, my favorite ones of his. The one with Batman's logo right across his 
ass. He laughed softly at my choice, standing up a bit shakily and using me almost as a cane. 

| quickly stood to support him, knowing that my fellow guitarist was probably seeing stars after being laid 
down for so long. | reached down to get the sweatpants, helping him get them on and sitting him back down on 
the sofa. Brian coughed into his elbow, turning back to me and grinning. He pointed down at the socks, his voice 
coming out a bit hoarse. 

"Where in hell did you find those things? They're so fluffy!" 

| laughed, slipping one onto his foot. 

They were the kind with the grippy things on the bottom, to prevent sliding across the kitchen floor. What a 
shame, that was always so much fun. | suppose it's better that he doesn't fall if he walks through the kitchen 
The socks went about a quarter up his calf, covering his ankle. 


Did | forget to mention they were bright pink? 


Well, Brian always said that pink is the new black 


"| dunno, | was probably drunk when | bought them!" | joked, pulling the other one up for him and grabbing a 


pillow from the other end of the sofa "Lay down, I'm gonna go see if your soup is cool enough yet." 
"Thank you, Zacky" Brian replied genuinely, his gratitude shining through his too-bright eyes. 


| nodded, shaking my ass a little for him as | scooted back into the kitchen. 


Brian's POV:. 


He was so perfect. | loved him so much, and | could gladly lecture him on exactly how much | loved him if | 


could stop sneezing for half a second. 
| rubbed my nose with my sleeve, pulling my knees up to my chest. | groaned quietly, sitting up and leaning 
over the armrest. Zacky was back, smiling down at me and placing the bowl down as if it was made of the 


finest gold. 


"Be careful, it's still a little hot." My shorter boyfriend warned, sitting down on the sofa and cuddling me from 
behind. 


| laughed softly, leaning back into his chest. 
"| love you." 
‘| love you too, Brian" 


| tested the soup, licking my lips after feeling the heat. | turned back to Zacky, reaching past him and wrapping 
the blanket around the both of us. 


"Should | sleep on the couch later? | don't want to get you sick." | said softly, taking his hand in mine. Zacky 
shook his head quickly, motioning toward the soup. 


"Too hot? And no, of course not. It'll be fine. | won't leave you alone." | shrugged, the tip of my tongue still 


numb. 
“Alright. You don't have to do all this, y'know." 
Zacky looked astonished. 


"What is that supposed to mean?! I'm not one to let you sit around basically dead on the couch without helping. 
You know that. You're not able to do shit for yourself right now. So its my job." 


| laughed softly, resting my head on his shoulder. 


"Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Thanks, big boy." | stifled a cough, grinning mischievously up at him. | scooted forward a 
bit so | could straddle his lap. 


Zacky chuckled, planting his hands on my hips. 


‘Its my pleasure, baby." Zacky pressed a little kiss to my forehead, one of his hands swatting at my ass 
before he gently pushed me off him, setting me down on the sofa 


He watched silently from behind as | slurped down the soup, feeling the warmth in my belly. Zacky buried his 


nose into the back of my neck, kissing the sensitive skin softly. 

"Bri, you've gotta go to sleep. | can tell you're exhausted-" 

"Please stay with me. Or take me upstairs. Don't leave me alone." | turned around in his grip, biting my lip 
softly. Zacky smiled reassuringly at me as my voice trailed off awkwardly, reaching across to brush a stray 
hair off my forehead. 

‘Of course. C'mon, I'll carry you." | stared over at him, my eyes widening. 


"Y-you don't have to c-" 


"| want to. Now, c'mere so | can pick you up." | did as | was told, scooting forward silently until my shorter 
boyfriend scooped me up into his arms, pressing his lips to my cheek before he tottered up the stairs. 


-Lacky's POV: 


| couldn't lie, Brian was heavy. But he was also my sleepy baby. 


| couldn't let him know | was struggling, so | bit my lip and staggered up the stairs, finally reaching our room 


down the hallway. He sneezed unexpectedly once | put him down on the bed, causing me to jump. 


"Zee?" Brian mumbled, flailing about on the bed as he had a coughing fit. | crawled over to him, holding him to 
my chest. 


‘lm here, Bri. I'm always gonna be here." | whispered softly into his ear, pressing a soft kiss to his temple. 
Brian sighed quietly, clearing his throat and laying back, taking me with him. 


"Can we take a shower together tomorrow morning?" He asked quietly, pressing his thin lips to my collarbone. 


‘Of course, baby." | replied, running my fingers through his messy hair gently. 


| love you, Zacky." | heard him whisper as | reached across the bed to flick the lights off. | let him curl up 
with his head on my chest once | laid back down, rubbing his back gently as he fell asleep on me. 


‘| love you too, Brian" 


